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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The poem which is here presented to the worlds 
wa« ioand some years since among the papers of 
the late John Almon, long a very distinguished 
piiblisber in Piccadilly, and himself the author 
and editor of some political and biographical 
woripB wdl known to the public. 

It is believed to be in the handwriting of the 
unknown Author of the Letters of Junius, from 
comparing the manuscript not merely with the 
fkc similes published by Mr. Woodpall, but 
with the cnriginals in his possession. 

It was evidently written twelve or thirteen 
ymn after the Letters of Junius, and hence some 
trivial variations $ but the general character and 
Mped of the hands are the very same ; and the 
style of penmanship in the original Letters and 



Tl ADVERTISEMENT. 

in this poem is so singularly clear, easy, and 
neat, that scarcely ten men of the same age would 
have written in a similar manner, and perliaps no 
two men of genius. 

It is presumed also, that the subject matter of 
the poem, its tone of biting satire, its political 
principles, and the individuality of its pansonal 
sarcasms, will concur with the similarity of hand 
in producing a conviction of the identity of 
authorship. 

' It would be marvellous indeed, if two different 
men in the same epoch wrote in a peculiar cha- 
racter, so much alike as scarcely to be distin- 
guished, and should also maintain the same prin^ 
ciples, entertain the same personal antipathies,' and 
display signs of genius more than ordinary. The 
probability is very low that they should ;be two 
persons; and very high that they were one- and 
the same person. 
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' If it be inquired how it happened that Ailmon, 
Avbo edited Junius, did not identify this poem, 
mt may be answered, that Almon had always 
oherished the notion, that Hugh Botd was 
Jumus ; and Botd wrote in a stiff and rather 
sfcwkward hand, very unlike the hand of Junius. 
^t that time too, Mr. George Woodfall had 
mot published his fac similes; and Almon, 
«d%er Tarious applications to Mr. Elmsley and 
others, was never Rble to get sight of the real 
autographs of Junius. The poem, therefore, re- 
^nained in his hands among a pile of unheeded 
;i>apers; and had not been published by him, 
1>ecause, while Almon was ia trade, the severity 
of its sarcasms on characters then living, might 
Imve exposed him to inconvenience. 

lime, death, and the oblivion of party feeling, 
liave, in .1828^ removed that objection ; and the 
poem is now published simply as a presumed 
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Uto'ary curiosity. Most of the parties noticed, 
like the late Duke of Grafton, lived long enough 
to live down the severities of political invective. 

The publication may also teach the Poet 
Laureat that he was not original in consigning 
the objects of his political animosities to the 
infernal regions ! 

For the satisfaction of the public, a fac simile 
of the poem has been copied, and likewise one of 
the specimens published by Mr. Woodfau* 
Nothing is dogmatically or empirically asserted, 
but the question is thus placed before the public, 
and left to itn discrimination. 

For the further satisfaction and gratification of 
the curious, the original manuscript is left at the 
shop of the publisher, and will be cheerfully shown 
by him to every one who has a desire to see it. 

It may be doubtful, how far it is probable 
that the first of prose writers should also arrive 
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at fair mediocrity as a poet, or be capable of sub- 
mitting the unfettered harmony of his poeticat 
prose to the fetters of metre and rhyme. It would 
be in regard to composition and reasoning like a 
bird leaving the groves, and voluntarily entering 
a cage* But it would be yielding to an art of 
rhetoric to effect a purpose, and it is matter of 
fact that Junius did submit to the tranunels of 
versification. The Woodfalls once had a poem 
of his I and that or another, for the writer's memory^ 
is not clear, appeared anonymously in Almon's 
annual volumes, called ^^ The Foundling Hospital 
of Wit,'' The reason may l)e readily conjectured 
why AtMON, who had been scorched by libel law, 
did not ptint this also. 

The names with blanks might now be given 
at length, but this would be an act of editorial 
ill-nature ; and all who are likely to feel an 
interest in the poem will readily supply them. 
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. With regard to merit, it may be obserred 
that the poem contains many lines worthy of 
CHURCHiLii ; and a general terseness and boldness 
of thought such as would characterize a com- 
position by the author of Junius. 

Who this writer was is still a mystery. We 
are told that Lord Nugent has recently made dis- 
coreries, which are nol^ howeyer, to be publicly 
developed till after the decease of a living states- 
man ; but the same expectation has been so often 
raised in vain, that until the proofs are adduced, 
or we have the high authority of the noble Lord 
in an authentic form, the story must be regarded 
as legendary. Whoever he was, he could b^.ao 
stranger on the political rendezvous at Almon's; 
and as one of the agitators of his day, he was not 
unlikely to have written and given this poem* to 
the bookseller of his party. 
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OANTO I. 



3b 't known to tboie who do not knoW| 

Devils have holidays below; 

Hare grand, state days, on which they make 

Pastimes that Pandemonium shake ; 

Sometimes they wrdstloi flght» or ran, 5 

Whilst some pursttOi and others sfann ; 

Often they game, as we do here, 

Bnt with more spirit, for 'tis clear, 

(Though man, still prompt to claim inyentioo. 

Has ne'er thought fit to make the neationi 1(^ 
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In hopes to have himself the credit 

Of an idea of such merits) 

I say, to me, 'tis matter clear 

Graming was not invented here, 

But first imported, truth to teU, 15 

And give the devil his due, from helL 

This is their favorite diversion. 

Because it calls into exertion 

All their grand powers ; for there 'tis meet 

Whoe'er the talent has, should cheat; 20 

And 'tis not sure a point of ease 

To cheat the devils when we please. 

On one of these appointed days 
Hell was resounding Satan's praise. 
Infernal minstrelsy prevail'd, 25 

And, hy their voice, you'd swore they rail'd ; 
But that their leader's ghastly grin, 
Proclaimed the pleasure felt within. 



^ 



*l*he music sounding elear and ffur^ 

^as wafted on the snlph'rous air : 30 

Hautboy's shrill shriek afar was heard ; 

But high above the rest preferred 

The princely bagpipe rear'd its whine. 

And drawled melodiously fine. 

Its influence such, those near it slept, 35 

Some there were laugh'd,but the most wept* 



<< All hail/' the chorus cried, << all hail ! 
Thou who mak'st all our arts prevail. 
Our common father ! dearest leader ! 
Where shall thy duteous sons find meed, or 40 
Praise that befits thy mighty worth? 
By thy assistance o'er the earth 
We roam, and of the race of men 
; Behold ! half fill'd, thy sacred den.— 

Oh careful father! praise receive ; 45 

Such praise, as we thy sons can give ; 



Aided by mighty nation's Toieei 

Who make thy palace all their choice ; 

Aided by Europe's duteous race. 

Who with most zeal our footsteps trace* 60 

All haU ! " Again they cried, «< All hail ! 

Thou who mak'st all our arts prevail.*' 

" Well, my lov'd children, do ye prove," 
The arch*fiend said, ^^ your weight of love. 
And each as duteous as his brother, 65 

I cannot love one more than other. 
But on this mirthful holiday 
When we, from torments free, may play; 
Methinks it were a task most fit 
To exercise your leader's wit ; 00 

If every separate vice stept forth. 
And clearly prov'd its separate worth: 
That is, which vice most subjects brings. 
Which most in numberi which most kings ; 
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Which deepest dy'd, and which, in fine, 66 

Deserves with glory most to shine. 

A radiant crown (of old 'twas worn 

Ere from the blissful mansions torn 

We wander'd here in smoke and dirt) 

Rewards that vice that 's most expert. 70 

With radial points 'tis set around, 

And he shall have it that is found 

To do most service to the state 

By acts call'd little, mean, or great." 

Again th' infernal chorus join'd, 75 

For devils are ever of a mind ; 

(Example take of F - - and N • -, 

Not always so with men of worth ;) 

And praising all their leader's thought, 

The radial crown was instant brought. 80 

Satan ascended his grand throne 

At th' upper end ; in state ; alone, 



Those who supported it excepted; 

4Lnd it perhaps may be expected 

That I should true recordance ^ake 86 

Of all these^ for their honor's sake. 

Four forms upheld the ebon throne ; 
From aspect strange, full easy known. 
The first in Indian robes was seen, 
The robes full grand, the man full mean ; 90 
His pocket lin'd with scalping knives, 
Full fatal found to Indian lives. 
Yet these should not be nam'd in place 
With all the horrors of his face. 
The squinting eye, the cruel mien, 95 

The visage black, the tongue obscene, 
Proclaimed the name he bore alive, 
And furies loudly scream'd out ^^ Clive.'^ 

Thee, R d, when the Fates shall eall. 

And bid to leave this little ball ; 100 



t 



Thee shall tby parent kind prefer/ 
Nor from thy pattern shalt thou stir ; 
But oft^relieye his aching arm. 
And hear the dev*! aloft from harm. 



A figure loathsome to the eye, 101^ 

Whom none but dev'ls could bear nigh. 
By reason of the foulest scent 
That shed rank influence as he went. 
With steady arm upheld, strange sight ! 
The throne, and thought the burden light ; 110 
Though, to appearance, if a fly 
Had past too roughly, or too nigh, 
It might the weesen thing have thrown^ 
When, if not help'd, it must stay down. 
Its little eyes were red and raw, 115 

, And on its cheeks was many a flaw. 
^ Its mouth was ghastly, and so wide. 
Colossus niight hare sat astride. 

3 2 
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'^ The place designed a nose to bear 

Was useless, for no nose was there. 1^ 

V Its tooth was blacky its gams were white^ 
^ Its tongae was bine, no red in sight. 

Its form might make a spirit fear ; 

It seemM compos'd of putrid air, 

With dirty paddles close conjoined ; 1 

Paddles from Billinsgate purloin'd. 

This aspect, Satan's darling son, 
As well it might, the light would shun, 
And crouch'd beneath the shclt'ring throne ; 
Its pow'r protective, oft* would own. ] 

If it appeared, the ghosts might harm, 
When " Chartrcs ! Chartres ! '* gave the alarm 

Thee, S h, when the Fates shall ca 

And bid to leave this little ball. 
Thee shall thy parent kind prefer. 
Nor from thy pattern shalt thou stir ; 
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ut oft' relieve his aching arm> 
^nd bear the dev'l aloft from harm. 



The third was tall, and black, and thin^ 
Of old compared to Milton's Sin. 140 

His breast no moral yirtae warm'd, 
Sis head no thought of heav'n charm'd, 
T^ice would have caird him all her own^ 
Sut France alond her claim made known^ 
And genins gloried in her son. 145 

c 'Wit he had mach, and prov'd too well/ 
That wit, and sense, save not from helL 
And these he us'd in reason's spight. 
For loving wrong, he ne'er sought right. 
Like icicles, lies from his tongue 150 

^ For ever in succession hung. 

The muse historic star'd with rage^ 
Beholding his magician page ; 



\ 
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And her of epic numbers smiPd, 

To 803 her littie^ half-0tarv*d child^ 155 

With well-knit bones^ so lank^ so leaD, 

Scarce any meat was put between. 

He now the muses had forsook^ 

Nor e'er wrote verse, but great pains took 

The works of other ghosts to damn* IM 

Though hurtless, heav'n knows, as a lamb* 

Thee, R 1, when the Fates shall caU, 

And bid to kav<s this little ball ; 

Thee shall thy parent kind prefer, 

^Tor e'er shalt thou from Voltaire stir ; 165 

Bat oft' mUsto Us aehing anti, 

Aad bear the dev'l alofk from harm. 



The last af^pear'd in princety robe; 
And seem'd as proud aa if the iflobe 
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Had bent beneath bid abject sway. 170 

His £Ace was young, and fair as day ; 

His form so elegant and ligbt. 

It made a captife of tbe sigbt. 

Bat wben bis robe was put aside, 

Lo ! all tbe tfkin beneatb was dy'd 175 

With ever-flowing streams of gore. 

Tbe wound was gbastly, raw, and sore, 

And in it still tbe murdVous knife, 

Tbat struck tb' unworthy fav'rite's life. 

Ob cursed BuckiDgham ! by thee 180 

Was Britain crown*d witb infamy : 
Tby counsels base had filled his bead : 
By tbee tbe monarch's blood was shed. 

Thee, gentle P - - -, wben Fate shall call. 
And bid to leave this little ball ; 1B5 
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Thee shall thy parent kind prefer ; 
From Buckingham thou shalt not stir ; 
Bat oft' release his aching arm. 
And hear the dey*l aloft from harm. 



E2^ or THE FIRST CANTO. 
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CANTO II. 



Such were the four, the deyTt support. 

Who bore him now on high^ i' th' court ; 

In open courts and on the ground 

Sat all the leseer imps around. 

The crown was brought, on high was placM, 5 

And with triumphant ensigns graced. 

When Satan's voice, with loud proclaim 

Summoned each vice of rank or fame. 

To listen to their parent's call. 

And prove their worth and labors alL 10 



<' Hither, my children lov'd, repair: 
Say, what oft uxtb yopr works aad e%m 
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Say, which of all your various arts 

Can lead astray most human hearts. 

Prove, which of ye most subjects brings ; 15 

Which most in number, which most kings. 

Which deepest dy*d, and which, in fine. 

Deserves, in glory, most to shine. 

A radial crown (of old 'twas worn 

Ere from the blissful mansions torn 20 

We wander'd here in smoke and dirt) 

Rewards that vice that 's most expert.'' 

His voice re-echoed far and wide, 
And, soon as heard, on either side 
Three vices came-— Ambition first: 25 

In almost ev*ry bosom nurst. 
Not that ambition mild and good. 
That lives upon celestial food : 
Not that which gives the inward rest. 
That gently rtigns in Powys* breast ; 80 



^ 
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Ambition to be good and wise. 
Bat one, a worm, that never dies. 



Aload she cried : ^^ Oh parent dear! 
The merits of Ambition hear. 
'Tis I who to thy palace bring 35 

The coartier, statesman, people, king. 
View the great names of ancient time ; 
Ambition was their only crime. 
Who Alexander made a rod, 
A madman, murd'rer, and a god ? 4Q 

Who made my Caesar lash the globe? 
Who stained with blood his royal robe ? 
Who all the tyrants of the earth 
Nars'd and instructed from their birth ? 
What wounds have by this hand been giv'n ! 45 
What souls by me detain*d from Heav'n ! 
And e'en in later times review 
The sons I Ve brought: unnumbered crew! 
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Richelieu and Mazarin to thee 

Were introduced at first by me, 60 

For Fleury, well thou knowst, I strove ; 

What sav'd him was his country's love* 

Of England's kings a list I bear 

That credits well my skill and care. 

Is there a Stuart I have not brought ! 55 

Indeed, they cost me little thought, 

For they were all so well indin'd. 

That we were ever of a mind. 

Usurpers too, my long list crown, 

Who, others crush'd, themselves came down. 60 

Richard and Cromwell, names of note, 

Ambition may be proud to quote : 

And then along the statesman's line, 

What glory and what triumph 's mine ! 

Did I not precious Melcombe bring ? 65 

That louse that crawl'd about a king; 

That little, soaring, groveling thing. 
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Am I not ethers bringing fast ? 

Names that shall equal all the past. 

Am I not handing Charly down, 70 

While he expects a patriot crown f 

With N - - — and twenty thousand more^ 

Equal to all that went before ? 

Parties and factions nought to me 

For in their worship all agree. ^6 

Is not the creeping T - - - « e mine ? 

Does P - - - not bow before my shrine ? 

My little, precious, white-&c*d child> 

Than silk more soft, than lambs more mild. 

Than crocodiles far more ensnaring, 80 

And, thanks to me, than wolves more daring. 

Nay, e>n his r •> - - 1 master's heart 

I '?e tried to win with many an art ; 

Arts that had any Stuart won ; 

But— I find something there to shun ; 85 
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SomethiDg that still controls my reigo, 
And makes me go quick out again. 
A piety, a something new. 
That will not let him join my crew.'' 

Amhition stopt^ and backward trod ; 90 

In step a king, in look a god. 
Her head already stuck with crowns, 
Her eye with scorn, and brow with frowns. 

\/ And now, behind the door was heard 

A scratch, as if a moose had stirr'd : 95 

'Twas opcn'd, and without was seen 

A form so little, black, and mean. 

So batter'd, shattered} shriveird, blasted. 

That wonder for some seconds lasted. 

A dirty, trembling, withered wight, 100 

That seem'd as born of age and spight. 
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His noae appeared some fathom long ; 

His sight was grey, and sharp, and strong. 

His chin resembling in its form. 

That tiling we call a shoeing horn. IM 

His hands were like the /etif//e-mor/e. 

And armed with a stnmg escort 

Of Chinese nails, of darksome hne. 

His cloaths were nasty, ragg'd, and few. 

And underneath his arm was seen 110 

Ty'd with red tape, a bag of green. 

Crin^^g he entered ; looked behind, 

And seemed suspidoos of the wind. 

Then, the bag pressing to his breast, 

TrembUng, he thus the dev'l addrest : 115 

*^ Say, am I safe ? Oh save thy son. 
And aid from impions thief to run. 
As hither to obey thy call - 
I brought my bag, myself and all. 
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Fraud overlmk ma potliof beref IM 

And OUtlony drave up th« war* 

This seiz'd with greasy paw my liagy 

And tore my habit to a tag. 

Whilst that kept smiling^ strokbg, grimdaf » 

Alas ! bow prone ia Fraud to shmfaig I lU 

Another vice one may endure ; 

But this is vile, to seek to lure 

And rob one of one's honest wealth. 

Of all crimes, none so bad as stealth 1*^ 

" Compose yourself/' replied tbtt deviL UQ 
'^ Fraud, I am sure, could mean no evil. 
For she has. been your strictest fiiend ; 
Oft' help'd you to your aim and end: 
And, what I aay I know is true. 
She helps none oftener than you, 18& 

But to the purpose ; yon are here 
Your services to Biake appear; 
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Wlat subjects to aiy realm yon hxing ; 
Their immber and their rank now tiiig« 

'' Oh gsaeimia father !" eried the wights 140 
^^ May I again na'er see the light ; 
NePer know again the Uiia of cheating^ 
Nor ^m thy lips receive good greettng. 
If I am wanting in the will 
Thy sacr^ palace here to fin. 146 

Or in success too, I may say : 
Ta prove tlie wliich, I now will lay 
Before yoiu: eyes, a list moat true. 
Of such as have been serving you 
Under my name.'* This said, he drew IM 

From out a nasty, ragged pouch. 
What for his loyalty might vouch* 
The dev'l took the list, and sndl'd 
To see the numbers he'd beguird, 

c2 



'1 



84 THS YIC18. 




Nabobs in myriads grac'd the list, U5 

Norwas tbe name ofB-*---d mist. 
FiTc thousand ministers were there, 

Wolsey's name was writ with eare. 
Bishops, archbishops, there were more 
Than leaves on trees, or sands on shore. ' 160 
Twenty-three popes, twelve thousand priests. 
Who aye mark'd Avairice' behests ; 
And then to crown the blackguard (urew, 
Hispaniola rose to view. 

And famished him such names of note 166 

Ambition might be proud to quote. 
Was there a chief that crest the seas, 
And met the western region's breeze, 
And made fell plunder all his care 
That did not sbine in letters fair? 170 

And did not the Dutch traders too, . . 

Claim a distinguished point of view ? 
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And of Britannia's company^ 

Those, not upon the list, were— ^Af ce. 

'* Well hast thou served me, my dear child/' 175^ 
Satan retum'd, and gracious smilM. 
'^ Ck> Qd, and thy good works pnrane. 
And to thy parent still be true." 

Here Ay'rice laogh'd, and winked, and nodded. 
And as towards the crown he plodded : IM 
(Where candidates should take their stand. 
And wait their parent's great command^ 
^' Ne'er fear/' quoth he, ** my industry ; 
I 'ye yet another ; you diall see 
An hdl mistaking him for me, 1S6 

As it has often haQ*d on earth. 
I 'ye been his tutor since his birth. 
Nor is there wighj^that crawls aboye, 
IloyeasIP--«T rloye." 



As AT^rice ceas'd, ther« «at«r^d in lO^ 

A form, a wrapping-gown within t 
The gown was white as driven snow, 
Amd taught in graeef al folds to Sow. 
A visage, as an Angel's bright 
Caught the chann'd eye> and fis'd the dghtv II 
She bow'd respectfiili bnt Irith ease^ 
And seem'd as conscious she must please ; 
iVUbl la her band a man sha led> 
Whom she had to ^ la^er hredj 
Whom Ahi) in harroft S^iotlaad ftniad, 809^ 

Had placed on « nor^ thrifilig grotuid^ 
His form Wiui tUn^ U» air sadato^ 
Few were his wordsi and fnU his ptlt* 
W» eyes were large, and black, and stroitg | ^ 
His nose, of wond*rOtlS Shapei Wiltf l^ng i iO^ 
And a wee little wIg he wore, 
That wrapt of fratid a plenteous Itote. 



Him introdudsf to the thr0i% 
fSk^ left him there t^ lipeiik alone^ 
A thing fihe had not done before^ Bid 

For forty-seven Jrettri <9t tt^ds 
And throwbg off her Wjra]^^tig-go#ii^ 
She in her nat'ral edlbM shone. 
f^ nnderneaih ft fofttt ftppeftt^d. 
That seem'd with imt iAA gr«fti»o btMeat^d. %16 
The mask, fair 6h^kt^ Wad lltid Mid^i 
And out came featiirei} ift the t>lid« 
Of nglin^lH^ iiild dift Oheidc^ I 
I^e^r was there a mdi^ filthy qiie^^ 

This h&ppy figcQ^ ^ke alotdj HM 

And claimed attention frbm thd cfowdt i. 

^ Welcome/' ifth^ <Hri«fl> <' if(M &^ir^<oome gdeil/ 
Fraud's fav'rite lOtf^ i)id bef iiiglMfrt<M« ^ 
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In happy hour the sniniiioiis came. 

When I acquired immortal fame, 226 

" 1 Ta 

Andy smgly, might my L----------'h clwn. , 

I T» 
Let hun approve my serrioe true ; 

I r 

Enough have I in liim to shew. 

Nor need I name my labors past. 

Which, while man lives, shall ever last 230 

Why need I say, but for my care 

You ne*er had had a comncll here ? 

Upwards of ninety thousand, I 

Have brought, nor here need Fraud to t^l f 

And truly, were it not for me, 235 

You never would quack-doctors see. 

Who brought you Le Feore, W— , T— f 

Do I in that line ever fail, or 

Miss of my intended aim ? 

No : Physic loud resounds my Fame. 2M. 

'Tis I that famish the broad lace, 

And matchless valor of the face. 
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*Tis I in shape of Frenchmen come> 

To cure the deaf> the dead, the domb. 

To sing, to dance, make puppets speak, 245 

Fly in balloons^or nonsense squeak/' 



END OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
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CANTO III. 



CANTO IIL 



' .* 



And now a noise was heard* without, 

As if all hell had given a rout. 

Each flew to see the mighty cause ; 

The door was opeM ; Fraud made a pause, 

And in came, reeling, Gluttony; - 5 

A figure gross, and rile to see. 

Ai>oar'8 skin wrapt his shoulders round. 

And trailed hefore him on the ground ; 

All dropping, hloody, raw and red ; 

And fishes' entrails wrapt his head. 10 

His hloated visage drbpt with' grease. 

And shewed of heard a long encrease ;; 
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All matted up with sauces yellow. 

And filthy gam, and cakes of tallow. 

His belly was so swell'd, so large, 15 

Not Newburgh bears a weightier charge. 

His hands were stail^'d with putrid gore, 

And a vast turtle's load they bore. 



^' Pardon, good fi^tlier,*' loud he Mad, 
And on the ground his carcass laid; 80 

'^ That I obey your call so late ; 
But well you know that cruel fate 
$ver denies it me to go 
Faster than does a bear or sloe. 
When I your hasty summons heard, 2A 

Against my will it was I stirr'd : 
For I was dining in the north. 
With an old squire of 'special worth. 
Aldermen yield, bishops and all. 
To my dear child at B-*W8-m HalL S0 



\ 






JSlTliMb 

And then this turtle hy the w^j 

I ppied, as oil the shore it Uy. 

l!%at took me up an hour or more 

And then my pace I nam'd before. 

But to the peiat ; ai to your erown» M 

Who will for me nay take it down; 

I value it not at a louse. 

Nor all the gevgawi in your house. 

A buck, a dory, or some fish. 

Would be the thbgi that I should wish. 40 

As to my worth it speaks itself, 

Fiyr well thou knowst, full many an elf 

I Ve added to thy large dominion ; 

And some of note, in my opinion. 

Nine commoncouncil men to day, 4A 

I Ve killed ; beneath the board they lay; 

And yesterday ] relied in pleasuie: 

A lord I love beyond all measure. 
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An old fat lord, my fitT'rito son. 

Who never sought my halts to shnn, 60 

Ask'd me to dine in — Square, 

Eleven of my children there ; 

Not one without his crutch and flannel. 

The meat a mountidn, wine a channel. 

Oh how we drank ! oh how we eat ! 55 

Not less than thirteen stone of meat. 

Had you hut seen the various mess, 

You 'd give me now a sure success. 

Our host eat venison, gravy-sonp. 

Fish, turtle, pigeons in a troop. 60 

Oysters and sallad, pickles, stew, 

Pudding and sweetmeats not a few. 

Drank tahle-heer, and C]fprus wine ; 

Pour'd floods of porter at my shrine,' . 

And Florence oil, and Parmezan ; 65 

He scarcely seemed a mortal man. 
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I hope in very little time 

To have him here : his only crime 

Is that he curses me, next day, 

And swears he never will obey 70 

My mandates more ; hut that *8 a jest : 

He hreaks his word, as he had best. 

Moreover, patron, you ^re to know, 

I 'm trying if I cftn*t bestow 

Upon your reahn, a certain youth 7^ 

Who gives me hopes upon my truth. 

His name, however, I *11 conceal, 

Liest I should disappointed feel 

In case I fail'd in the great mission. 

— ^He 'd be a noble acquisition !-— 80 

This for myself, and now I mmst 

Ask pardon for my cousin Lust, 

Who meant your presence sure to meet, 

But the old Earl in H - - tf - - d Street 
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Detains him prisoner, nor can he ^^ 

Find time to pay 's devoirs to thee/* 



Here the fat bloatard ended, rose, 
And gathered up his filthy cloaths ; 
When in his room appear'd a form 
Whose every feature seem'd a storm. 
His scouling eyebrow scorn proclaimed ; 
His eye, upturned, all heaven defam'd ; 
His taunting finger held on high. 
The worthy second of his eye. 
Proudly he stalk'd, then look'd around, 9 

And seem'd as if already crowned. 
A roll of paper large he bore. 
Which he unroll'd, and hung before 
The deviPs eyes, who there beheld 
The ocean with a tempest swelled, ^ 
And cover*d with a gallant fleet. 
That rode with pride, as pride seem'd meet. 
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^or >8trong her sides^ and high in air, 
■7he British flag was pictured there. 

V 

** Behold my works, oh sire ! " he cried, 105 
^ Britannia's fleet I own with pride. 
Those tars who to no other hend, 
lYhom George, and his white Albion send 
To hurl destruction o'er their foes, 
The duteous children I have chose. 110 

To me alone they bend the knee, 
^nd owe their chance of seeing thee. 
O'er their rough hearts I stretch my sway, 
Nor ought can there my pow'r allay. 
I order ; they with joy obey." 115 

" And what," the devil cried, " thy name .* 
Thou should*st not be unknown to fame." 

*' Nor am ; half Europe knows me weU: 
Who can't of Atheism tell?"— 
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These five were heard ; a sixth rema^n'd, l^K^^^^ 
Whom circumstances had detai»*d. 
She roamM in a far-distant clime. 
Where she had roam*d sinoe earliest time. 
A barren, starring, northern realm, 
Where she alone stood at the helm, 125 ^ 

And guided all the state affairs. 
The people's actions, thoughts, and prayers. 
For in each heart was rear'd a throne. 
Where this form sate, and sate alone. 
She reign'd there with an iron rod, 130 

At once |}ieir dev'l, their guido^ thehr fod. 
The subjects poor, it mn9t be owa'd, 
In whose cold hearts she sate enthroned ; 
The clime, a poor and barren clime ; 
But when was poverty a crime ? 135 

And why despise the wretched land. 
Because it cannot wealth command ? 



THE VICES. 41 

Because the fern-crown'd heaths are bare^ 

Nor herb, nor flower perfumes the air f 

Nor golden grain waives to the breeze, 140 

And thistles grow in lieu of trees ? 

Because her sons, a wond'rous clan. 

Seem something di£Ferent from man ? 

Their raw-bon'd limbs, enwrapt with plaid, 

Raw-bon*d would be though better clad. 145 

The dialect is calPd uncouth 

Of the pure, unmix'd, Scottish youth ; 

3ut in no tongue they would speak truth. 

'Tis urg'd against them that they roam ; 

So should we, had we such a home. 150 

Their goddess 'tis who prompts to roTe 

And leave their freckled, bare-leg'd love. 

Their faithful clan, and Highlands de^. 

And cross the Tweed, sans sense of fear. 

Ever her dictates they obey, 155 

Then who such worshippers as they? 
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Thb goddess, to retiirn, was here, 

Instructiog all her sons with care. 

When Satan's summons loud was heard. 

And she had hopes to he preferr'd. 160 

She caird her children all around, 

And 'spoke them on the thistly ground : 

^^ Oh Scottish race ! oh clan most dear ! 
From me-fteat Satan's mandate hear. 
Aloud he speaks to ev'ry vice, 165 

(Such as are fam'd, of note, and price.) 

" * Hither, my children lov'd, repair ; 
Say, what on earth your works and care $ 
Say, which of all your various arts 
Can captivate most human hearts: 170 

Prove which of ye most subjects brings ; 
Which most in number, which most kings. 
A radial crown (of old 'twas worn 
Ere from the blissful mansions torn 



I 
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We wauder'd here in smoke and dirt) 175 

Rewards that vice that 's most expert.' 

'^ Such his commands ; now follow me. 
And ye shall, crown'd, your goddess see ; 
For who such numhers can withstand ? 

Such myriads nurtured hy my hand ? 180 

Satan shall own my houndless pow'r, 

^nd call me fav'rite from this hour." 

" Oh goddess lov'd," replied a wight 
Blest with the gift of second sight ; 
** Myriads, 'tis true, here own thy sway: 185 

But think what myriads are away! 
Visit the English cities, towns, 
(Our race heeds not their scorn and frowns,) 
Their hoards, their court, in every street 
You '11 half a score of Scotsmen meet. 190 

Then when all round your children gather. 
We '11 follow you to hell together." 
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The goddess smil'dy th* advice appror^d, 
Aod sought oat those she dearly lov*d. 
To London flew, with pinion strong, 195 

Nor there had need to seek them long. 
For they flock*d round her in a throng. 
The royal cahinet of state, 
The royal ear they left, though late : 
The upper house, and lower too, 200 

Where they had sate themselves in view, 
And at thdr goddess^ orders fled 
With monstrous Q-— — at their head. 



Thus, with a nation at her KeeFs, 
The poVr unusual gladness feds. 205 

She enters hell with pomp and state. 
With her ragg'd multitude elate. 
(Her multitude had gone astray 
Blest rnstincf s dictates to obey, 
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Which made them through all order break 210 
And fly to bathe i' th' brimstone lake.) 
They enter'd, pouring in so fast 

Hell at their numbers stood aghast. 

Satan, astonished, rose and cried : 

** Oh! instant, reach the crown to pride. 215 

'Tis her's a nation to subdue ; 

*Tis her's to serve with zeal most true ; 

*Tis her's, most lov*d, with matchless arts, 

To lead astray unnumber'd hearts. 

Hespect, my sons, your leader's choice" — 220 
They heard, and with according voice 
Pride's praises sung, with loud acclaim, 
Crown'd her, and gave her deeds to fame. 



END OF THE THIRD CANTO. 
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